
/Liff

THE GATE OF THE KLONDHvE.
BY A. A. HILL.

Tin-; ALASKAN lllSTUICT TlinOUOIl Vi'IIlCII I'ASS Tlli; ONLY AVAIU\UI,K TUAILS TO Till: IMCIIF.S

OK TIIK YlMvON MIXKS—ITH UKMAltKAHLK SCKNKKY, IIS TOLITICAL AND COMMKUflAL

IMrOKTAXCi:, AND THE DISrUTi; AS TO ITS TUKATY BOUXDAItlKS,

SEEN from the deck of an ocean

steamer, the southeastern coast of

Alaska, at the head of Lynn Canal, puts

a damper upon the enthusiasm of the

average gold seekin-. !Many a man who
started from Seattle full of hope and
courage has turned hack without even
leaving the steamer which took him up
there, while still more
have become infirm of

purpose as soon as they

struck the forbidding

mountain ramjiart that

looms up a few miles

from the shore.

Among the passen-

gers on our steamer

was a man from the

Pacific Coast. He was
a giant in stature, in

the prime of life, and a

fine specimen of physical

manhood. During the

voyage up he had been

somewhat garrulous as

to the plans he intended

to pursue to wrest the

yellow metal from the

frozen ground when he

reached the gold fi'lds

of the Yukon. He had
also expressed his opin-

ion freely as to the

lack of judgment shown
by so many in attempt-

ing to reach a country

where only the uw^t
robust could hope to be

successful.
" According to all ac-

counts," saiil he, as he

strode the deck one day,

head thrown back and
chest extended, " the

Klondike is no place for

a tenderfoot. A man
ntjbds plenty of bone

and muscle as well as grit to get along

there."

The morning of our arrival was a

dismal one. The harbor is well protected

by the surrounding hills, yet it was bitter

cold, the wind blew a hurricane, and for

more than four hours we were unable to

make fast to the rude jjier that run.;

AT Tin; INTKKXATIOXAL llorM>AKY LINK— Till; I'MOS JAiU ASH Tlli

ST\KS AMI STIIII-KS AT THE WHITE PASS SUMMIT, WITH A DETACH-

MKNT or THE CANADIAN XonTHWKST MOt'NTED POLICE.

Pacific N. W. History ^^vit,

PPOV! NCI A l..' •' R A; Y
VlGTOrtiA, D. C


